432                 JUDITH  PARIS                 PART

some six weeks since I had any word from you
and I am feeling very gravely neglected. Two
Nights back I had a Dream about you and I
awoke distressed, thinking that you had called
to me and I could not go to you. Do pray write
and tell me how you are and how Jennifer is and
little John. I am uneasy in my mind.

At this especial Moment it is necessary that I
should write to calm my Feelings, for this morning
has witnessed one of my most celebrated Tempers.
I fear I give vent to them more frequently than
of old, whereas it should be the other way. This
morning I stamped and shouted like a Fishwife.
I think I had some reason though, and you shall
judge. It was over young Carey, who is at home
just now and doing no good here. He should
have gone for the Navy, as was originally intended,
instead of this foolish notion that he should super-
intend his father's estate. For that he has no
more gift than his poor Father has, nor has he
his Father's sweetness of nature. He is a thick
heavy Oaf as I had the pleasure this morning of
telling him, for I had but just, urged by the sweet-
ness of the Spring sunshine, directed the clumsy
Maggie to the proper cleaning of the Drawing
and Breakfast Room when in Carey must come,
knee-deep in mud, cracking a whip and followed
by four huge dogs so that he breaks a China Orna-
ment kissing Maggie (not knowing that I was
present) and sets the dogs after the cat, crying
1 Halloo! Halloo!' and riding the Chairs with all
his lanes and bogs clinging to them.

I treated him to a pretty Scene and then, when